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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 

The preliminary sketch for this story dates back to June 2006. | knew it was only a matter of time before it 
wrote itself, because the images kept coming into my head. Not all of them made it in here, as is often the 
case, but | think every writer has a slew of scenes that never quite made it into a finished piece. Anyway, 
band names have always made me think of gangs, so | ran with that idea, a parallel universe where there are 


no bands, just gangs. 


Rows of black and blue and red cars stretched out from left to right, back to front. Red interiors, black 
interiors, white, one bloke had painted flames all over his. Makeshift poles rose from the ground at spaced 
intervals, lines of bare white bulbs strung in between and high above everybody's heads, even Joe's, which 


towered over most people's. 


He handed Steve a wad of fivers. "Get whatever you want. Just don't make too much noise when you come 
back ‘cause | actually want to see the movie. Got it?" 


His chin pointed in the direction of a large canvas stretched out in front and above the cars. Silver blue 


pictures flashed on it, homemade adverts before the main feature: The Creature Came From Venus. Instant 
drive-in. Outside, in the rest of England, few people cared about America and drive-ins and bobby socks and 
greasers and gangs. But here, in a football field behind John Bartleby's old man's store, 196l felt like an 
authentic 1955. 


Even if it came much too late. 


Friends and loiterers and gangs lounged around cars and the poles and they spilled out all over the concession 


stand, perched on picnic tables and benches and overturned trashcans. 


Steve reached into the backseat and pulled out his leather jacket. Large, red and yellow letters stretched out 
across the back: Def Leppard. 


Their gang. For all it was worth. All five of them: Joe and Steve and Pete and Sav and Rick. 
"And don't take ruddy forever!" Joe called out. 


Pete turned and waved goodbye with two raised fingers. "You want us to take ruddy forever, you wanker. You 


actually wanna see the movie, remember?" 


"Movie," Rick scoffed. "He's gonna be tossing off to tittie magazines. Just watch, we'll come back and he'll be 
wiping crap off the steering wheel." 


"Fuck the lot of you. Just get the food and get back here." 


Joe turned his head to the screen. He raised one hand and flicked his wrist at an angle. You may go. The pack 
leader has spoken. Joe hadn't even formed the gang. That had been Sav. But Joe had joined and before long he 


had turned them all around and organized them and nobody ever called it Sav's gang anymore. Not even Sav. 


He stayed behind with Joe. "Its a madhouse at that concession stand," he said. "You guys enjoy. Oh, and bring 
me back a hot dog. With mustard" It was very American, mustard. "And chips." 


"French fries," Rick said as they picked their way along bottles and cigarette packs and trampled, mud-caked 
grass. "They're calling the chips French fries. As if the Frogs had anything to do with ‘em. And they put 
ketchup all over ‘em." His hands mimed gobs of ketchup burying a plate of chips. He wooshed out sound effects 
to go with the visuals. "It's disgusting.” 

"Good, innit?" Steve said. 


"Fuck yeah." 


Up ahead, a pack of greasers lounged around two joined picnic tables. Steve smiled at a girl in tight, tight 
leather pants. She sneered and turned away, flicking cigarette ash at his feet. 


Friendly," Pete said. 


It was all right. Steve was used to it. Their gang wasn't exactly the toughest in the lot. Their idea of fun never 
got anybody hurt. It left a few things mangled, maybe even destroyed (Joe's car wound up inside a shop 
window one Saturday night), but no blood was ever spilled. Rick punched Joe in the nose once-over some girl 


both of them forgot about hours later-but that was about it. 
Mostly, they stumbled about getting drunk until they fell down drunk. 
And then back again. 


A voice called out as they left the greasers behind. "Ooh, Def Leppard! Lovely, lovely boys. You got one P too 
many, you stupid fucks!" Laughter rang out, because laughter always rang out. The girls laughed harder than 
the boys. 


"Tossers!" Rick shouted back at them, not even bothering to turn around. 


More laughter. Rick's hands balled into fists inside his leather jacket. Steve could see where the fabric 
stretched out over his knuckles, sharp protrusions highlighted by the moonlight and the light bulbs. The 


muscles along Rick's neck tensed. 
"Fuck ‘em," Steve said. 


"Aye," Pete said Pete was short. He could fight. He had to. Pete was short. But he avoided fights if he could. 
His comeuppance was drunken imitations of the offending gang members, all to appreciative pub audiences 
usually lacking in the offending gang members. "Fuck ‘em. We've got no time for that shite. French fries, Rick. 
Think French fries." 


And that was that. They left the greasers behind and Steve heard no more about it as they joined the throng 
of people pressed up to the concession stand. Girls in high ponytails took orders and passed out orders as if 
they had four sets of ears and eight sets of arms. No one ever got the wrong thing. A brunette smiled at 
Steve as she handed him a plate stacked high with burgers and pickles. He made sure to smile back before he 
was jostled out of the queue and back toward where Pete and Rick waited, weighed down with beer and shakes 
and ketchup drenched French fries. 


"Hey, guys," Steve said, "mind if | stay ‘round here for a bit? Joe's gonna be shushing us all movie long, and I'd 
like to enjoy my burger." 


Rick thrust his hips back and forth in an obscene gesture. "That brunette. That's what you'd like to enjoy. You 
kid not a soul" He shouldered the cardboard container of shakes and negotiated a workable angle at which to 
carry the tray of French fries while also managing to pick a few out with his teeth. A glob of ketchup wound 
up on his nose. "Good luck, mate. | think their feet are glued to that concession stand." 


Pete took the rest of the burgers, and then Pete was waving goodbye and Rick's curls disappeared into the 
crowd, bobbing up and down as he fished out fries. 


Up on the screen the ads had given way to the first five minutes of the movie. It was the part where the 
teenagers-all played by adults-partied and had implied sex so that the viewer would feel sorry for them once 
the creature killed them all. Steve could never muster much pity for them. He balled up his now empty burger 
wrapper and stuffed his hands into his jacket and made his way back to the cars. 


Red blue black white flames more black one lone pink cobalt blue. He could see Joe's car further ahead, a blue 
Hillman Husky. It was his parents car, but that never seemed to bother him. Its wide, boxy backside rose up 
out of the parking lot and Steve sure as Hell didn't want to be the people parked behind Joe. 

"Who brings a Hillman Husky to a drive-in?" 

The voice came from somewhere beyond his right elbow. Steve turned in its direction. It belonged to a dark 
haired boy smoking a cigarette. A boy in a pink jacket. A boy wearing high heels. And eyeliner and shadow and 
blush. And lipstick. He took a drag from his cigarette and pretended he didn't know Steve was watching him. 


"Look at that thing. Will you look at that thing, Collen? It's big and it's blue. It's blocking half the lower screen, 
innit? Bloody Hell.” He sucked on his cigarette, the end flaring up bright orange. 


Steve was watching Collen now. Collen was blond and short and he leaned against the hood of the smoking boy's 
car as if he had been instructed to showcase it. This year's brand new Jaguar. Step right up. Just look at this 
body, will you? Just look A lot of muscle packed into such a small frame. 

Collen's eyes flicked toward Steve. He cocked his eyebrows. 

"Can | bum a fag?" Steve called out. 

"No," Collen said. 

Smoking Boy clucked his tongue, lips pursing. It was amazing what lipstick could do for pursing lips. They looked 
vicious even as they struck Steve as faintly ridiculous. "Don't be a twat, Collen" He fished into his back pocket- 
his pants were white and tight-and pulled out a box of cigarettes. "Collen doesn't smoke, see" He held out the 


pack in one white, long fingered hand. "But | do." 


Collen, it turned out, was the one who lit his gang members’ cigarettes. He flicked his Zippo below Smoking Boy's 


fresh one and then moved to do the same for Steve. 
"Ah, nah, mate. | can manage." 


"Just hold out your cigarette.” 


Every eye was on Steve. Expectant faces gazed at him with stony expressions and dared him to say no. 
Collen's eyes were on him. Blue. Silver screen electric lights blue. It didn't seem possible. He held up the lighter 
and moved closer until blue and pale cream and pale blond was all that Steve could see. Collen's lips moved, but 
Steve couldn't remember, seconds later, after his cigarette had been lit, whether Collen had said anything or 


not. 
"All set?" Smoking Boy said. 


The pink jackets had the word Girl stitched out in the back in white thread. They were shiny and so smooth 
they looked to be made of plastic. They creaked and snapped as the Girls smoked around Collen, who was back 
to leaning against the hood back to catching Steve's eyes and cocking his eyebrows. 


"So, why do you do it?" Steve said. "I mean, this," he waved his cigarette at the high heels. He couldn't bring 
himself to point at the lipstick. "Don't it get you into trouble?" 


"It sure does." Smoking Boy laughed. "Laffy, show this fine young fellow here where that Bromley bastard got 
you." 


Right in the eye. The left side of Laffy's face was still puffy, ugly yellow splotches trailing off down to his 
throat. Steve could almost hear the Bromley bastard, "Ill fix you, you fucking, bloody poof!" 


"So why do you do it?" 


"Because it feels right," Collen said. His eyebrows were cocked once more. But he smiled. And Steve smiled back 
Automatic, he thought. See a smile, return a smile. 


He was supposed to be hitting on the brunette at the concession stand. 


Smoking Boy crushed out his cigarette with his back heel. He raised his hands over his head and snapped his 
fingers. 


"Girls! Time to sashay on outta here." He held Collen back with a palm flat against his chest. "Not you. You're 
sending out conflicting vibes." He waved his hands above Collen's head, then flicked and flipped his fingers and 


his wrists as he framed Collen's entire body. His hands came to a stop just below Collen's crotch. "Indeed" He 


snapped his fingers again and his remaining two Girls gathered around him. 
Collen half-frowned and half-smiled. "What the bloody-?" 


Collen, you tosser," Smoking Boy said, "I think | know you well enough by now. You stay put and be yourself and 
then come find us, right? We'll be the fantastic, Technicolor ones by the Thin Lizzie car. Toodles, then 


The Girls didn't so much depart as flounce out. But it was all smoke and mirrors. Only Smoking Boy was 


flouncing. Laffy and the second Girl were looking back at Collen and Steve and the smile on Laffy's face was a 


strange one, as if he knew something Steve should know and Steve almost guessed what it was. 
"What do they mean, be yourself?" 


"Lewis is a bastard," Collen said. Steve had to blink a few times before the name Lewis equated itself to and 
then supplanted Smoking Boy in his head. "He likes to fuck around with people. He wants you to think | fancy 
you, and that | prowl this parking lot, luring young men into my Jaguar so that | may seduce them." 


"And do you?" 
"Which part?" 


Steve bent to peer inside the car. Red upholstery. Empty cigarette packs. Nylon stockings peeked out from 
below a pile of cheap, local music magazines. A used make-up brush peeked out from between the backseat 


cushions. It went deep, this Girl thing. He caught Collen looking at him in the reflection on the car windows. 
"Can | step in, then?" Steve said "That all right, Collen?" 
"Phil" He cracked open the driver's door. "And, aye, you might as well.” 


The leather was new and smooth and none of it peeled or cracked or smelled like spilled beer or vomit or the 
faint aftermath of adult parents wearing perfume and cologne or any of the other comfortable, familiar smells 
of Joe's blue Hillman Husky. He could still see it, if he craned his neck. It rocked a bit every now and then, and 
Steve could almost hear Joe hollering at Rick to sit still already bloody Hell you got ants in your pants or what 
you ruddy kid sit fucking still. 


"Scootch over," Phil said He waited for Steve to slide down to the passenger side, then dropped down into the 
driver's seat in one smooth motion that somehow included high heels, a closed door, and the locks clunking into 
place. 

"Hey, now.." Steve said, 

"Sorry ‘bout that. Force of habit." A beat-just long enough for Steve's heartbeat to pick up speed-then the 
locks clunked back out. "Lewis and I've taken refuge in this car more than once. Bastards run at us and we just 
dive in, locks down, wheels on the asphalt and no bruises for that week" 

"You must be a glutton for punishment" 


Phil shrugged. "It feels right." 


His hand came to rest on the seat. It was clean and pale, but veins stood out all over it. The pads of his 


fingers were worn and cracked; flakes of skin skritched along the seat leather. Working hands, even below the 


make-up and the showy pretence of a Jaguar. Phil's hand inched closer to Steve's. Steve moved his out of the 
way. He scratched his thigh as a pretext. 


Phil wasn't fooled. 

"Lewis was being a bastard. You can leave, you know." 

"No. 

Who was speaking for him who was keeping him in here why wasn't he just walking out? He rubbed his palms 
over his thighs. They were sweaty. Why why where they sweaty why wasn't he moving he wasn't going to get 
out of the car then his palms were sweaty he- 

Stop it. Just stop it. 

"So, do you?" 

"Do what?" 


"Lure young men into your Jaguar and seduce them?" 


He heard Phil push out a breath through his nose. The sides of Phil's lips popped, just barely, and Steve knew 


he was smiling. His hand moved away from Steve's side. 
"No." 
"Then why am | in here?" 


"Because you asked." 


"You bastard." 
"You asked..." 


Phil's head fell back against the seat. He turned his head so that one clean blue electric blue eye was fixed on 
Steve. The other was hidden behind a thin, straight nose that gathered the lights from outside and pooled 
them around Phil's throat. His Adam's apple rose and fell and Steve wondered what Phil was swallowing about 
he wasn't the one not getting out of the car not the one looking at another bloke's throat. 


He was too busy looking at another bloke's face. Studying it. Steve could feel that one eye roving over his 
features, slow and calm and unhurried. Just studying him. Under that gaze, Steve's nose became a big knob at 
the front of his face, his eyes sinking into dark bags and his hair curling into that ridiculous perm Joe had 
talked everyone into getting because Joe's hair and Pete's hair and Steve's hair didn't curl just so like Sav's and 


Rick's did and Joe's hero, the legendary Marc Bolan of T-Rex, had curly hair and fuck it all why don't we all get 
perms then only now Phil was looking at every bloody curl and Steve wanted nothing but for his hair to 
straighten out. 

"What are you on about?" Steve said. 

"Just looking." 

"Stop it" 

"Can | touch, then?" 

"Fuck you." 

But he didn't budge he was still sitting right there right there next to Phil not getting out of the car. He 
cursed. He snuck a glance at Phil's thighs (at his thighs only his thighs). White pants, just like Lewis Smoking 
Boy Lewis was Lewis really a poof or was that just a calling card was Phil bloody Hell you've got to get a hold 
of these thoughts Steve you're going on like a locomotive and this is gonna end up bad. 

"You wanna touch me?" 

See you see you see? For fuck's sake. 

Phil's left hand rose. It hovered by Steve's cheek, then one finger and then the next and then three and four 
and even his thumb were against the side of Steve's face. Phil's thumb was against his lips. Steve shut his 
eyes. Phil's thumb coasted over his lips, soft leather against dry, cracked skin and Phil's pinky rubbed back and 
forth along his jaw and his touch left little pinpricks little surges of sensation all along Steve's face. 

He opened his eyes. 

"Satisfied?" 

Phil's hand remained against his face. "I could maybe jerk you off” His thumb pressed against Steve's lower lip. 
"Wot? No. The fuck? No. Just-God. Get off" 

He slid away as far as he could go (but not outside the car still inside the car not getting out sitting there 
right there next to Phil who wants to touch your prick). His chest rose and fell. He pushed his curls back out 
of his face. He kept his eyes on Phil, warning him off, as if he were expecting Phil to pounce or hit him or 


laugh or something anything but just sitting there and looking at him. 


His eyes flicked down to Steve's crotch. 


"Stop that. Stop looking at it." 
"All | see is a pair of jeans." 
"Fuck you. Fuck you, what do you want?" 


Phil frowned. "Calm down. You'll notice you're still inside my car. It'd be nice if you could tone down all of that 


virginal shock" 

Steve sat still. 

He dropped his hands over his knees. 
"You wanna touch me?" 


Phil placed his hand over Steve's crotch. His index finger drew out a line just below Steve's penis, the other 
three fingers dipping down between Steve's legs. They pressed down once and Steve felt it in his balls in his 
stomach in the balls of his feet as his legs jerked up without his permission. He stared down at Phil's hand and 
he knew he had to say something. 


"You gonna do it?" 
"You want me to?" 
"Go on, then" 


Steve shifted his weight along the seat. Phil's fingers moved quickly, one button two buttons all of the buttons 
undone and then his palm smooth and flat and chilled against the warm skin of Steve's stomach. Phil's fingers 
slipped in between the elastic ban of his knickers his briefs his oh sweet Jesus Phil's fingers were warm now. 


They cupped up his flaccid cock and pulled it out. Quick No muss. Just slip in, pull it out. 
"It's-," Steve muttered. "It's not such a big-" 


Phil rubbed his thumb into the coarse pubic hairs around the base. His fingernail scraped along the skin, near 
but not near enough to Steve's cock. "As if | give a toss." His thumb went round and round and scrape and tug 
between thumb and index finger and then his palm slid beneath Steve's cock once more. "Not so small anymore 


anyway." 
Sweet Jesus Mary and Joseph. 
Leather creaked and settled, adhering to the back of Steve's jacket and peeling off with a pop as Steve tried to 


get comfortable. Just relax. Let it flow. Take a deep breath. He drew in a big gulp and held it as Phil began to 


stroke his cock. It was an unhurried, lazy motion. Phil's head was back against the seat, eyes focused on his 


own hand as it made its way down Steve's shaft just shy of the head back up towards the base and then 


repeating the whole motion all over again. 


Steve watched his cock grow harder and then he watched Phil's hand in the dim, unreal light cast by the moon 
and the bulbs overhead above the car roof and the silver blue flicker of the screen Patches of light played 
across Phil's knuckles, now the moon now a bulb flickering on and off now a wide vista of a beach as the hero 


drove his convertible. The veins along Phil's hand stood out, cast into sharp relief as his fingers shifted and 
made their way down Steve's length not touching the head that tease that ruddy tease that- 

"Oh shite." 

Phil's thumb scooted out across the lower ridge of his head. There was a grin on his face. That bastard. 
"That it, then?" he said. He drew the tip of his thumb over the ridge over and over and over again until Steve 
just wanted to buck his hips and bring Phil's fingers right over the head right over the slit. Phil's thumb slid 
down lower. "Or is that it?" 


"You bloody bastard." 


Phil moulded his palm over the head, fingers stroking Steve's cock even as his palm rubbed slid sweat drew 


heat made Steve's breath catch between his teeth in a low hiss that burned down his throat. 

Then Phil took his hand away. 

"Wot..? Ah, nah, you tease. You're not just gonna-" 

"No I'm not just gonna. That's why you've got to scootch on over. Go on" He waved his hand at Steve, wrist 
flicking, palm down, like his Mum shooing him and all of his magazines off the table so she could set down 
dinner. "Go on. Just slide on down the seat sos | can get settled ‘ere." 

Settled was Phil manoeuvring off the seat, hips and bum in the air and the merest flash of belly hair going 
down down down into nothing but leather pants and darkness. Phil was on his knees. He wedged his feet as far 
as they would go in between the pedals, one hand sinking into the seat leather as he steadied himself. He bent 
his neck forward, as if measuring a distance. Then he motioned to Steve again, palm up this time, fingers 
curling in. 

"Come ‘ere." 


Steve sat still. 


"l- No. No, we can't, mate. Listen this is just too much. | mean, jacking me off is fine, but- No, Phil. Mate. | 
just can't" 


Phil folded his arms over the seat. His chin came to rest over them, eyes flicking left to right as he studied 
the upholstery. His lips parted, then closed. Steve could feel Phil's breath. It hung in the stillness of the car 
interior, hushed by the moisture that was beginning to creep up the windows and along the leather and below 
Steve's clothes right where they came to rest over his chest over his lower back over his nipples down 
between his thighs and in the hollows between his crotch his cock that was still hard even as he told himself 


that anything could get it hard, really. 


But Phil was bathed in silver shadows. His eyes gathered all of the blue from the screen and intensified it. He 
turned his head and Steve could see clearly now that Phil was a man wearing make-up. His eyes were rimmed 
in eyeliner and there was a faint shimmer of eye shadow below his brows but his eyes were set and hard and 


they contradicted all of the colours on his face. 

Phil's head lowered over his hands, lips brushing over his knuckles as his cheek rested over one wrist. He 
wasn't looking at Steve. He wasn't looking at anything. Steve couldn't even tell if Phil was thinking and he 
wouldn't have been able to figure out Phil's thoughts even if he could tell he was thinking. 

He couldn't figure out Phil at all. 

Steve's back slid down along the seat. He reached in between his legs and wrapped his hand around his hard-on 
"Fine," he said. "You win." 

"| wasn't even-" 

"Don't argue, for fuck's sake. l'm saying something.” Steve swallowed. He bounced his cock against one thigh, 
enthralled for one moment by the way it rose and fell and his knuckles against his jeans made a rasping sound, 


like a saw. Back and forth, up and down. "l'm just saying. You win, right, is what l'm saying." 


Phil followed Steve's cock as it bounced up and down. He drew in a slow breath through his nostrils, then he 
pushed away from the seat. 


He motioned for Steve to come close. 
"No one can see us, right? Phil? They can't see us?" 


Phil pulled up the flaps of his pink jacket. He flicked his bangs over his eyes and hunched down. "The windows 
will fog. The car might rock a bit, yeah, but if anyone looks in all he'll see is a pink jacket and some bloke 
getting lucky. If he puts one and one together, he'll question what he saw soon enough till he's certain he didn't 
see it. And if he thinks, hey, I'll just spread this bit ‘ere around, then I'll be sure to find ‘im and I'm sure me 
an the other Girls will set ‘im straight." 


Steve listened and licked dry lips. His heart was beating faster now, smashing against his ribcage so that all he 
heard, above Phil's bravado and the tumbled, thick progression of his words, was blood flooding into his ears 


his heart crawling up his throat his throat like sandpaper as he swallowed because it seemed as if swallowing 


was all he could do now. 
"Get on with it," he wanted to say. 
Instead, he nodded and pressed his teeth together. 


Warmth shot up his thighs as Phil brought his hand back over Steve's cock. He cradled it from below and 
stroked, the edge of his palm teasing against the head. He stroked and stroked slid his palm up and down and 
dug his fingers into his foreskin and stroked until his face came closer and closer to Steve's cock Steve could 


no longer see his face; only blond hair dyed a meaningless white in the light of moon bulbs movie. 


Steve felt compelled to find out what was going on in the movie. Joe would ask. Joe would say, "Ruddy brilliant, 
weren't it? That scene where the creature chases them to the car and then-" and then and then he had to 
and here he comes here he comes and then he oh God Phil's lips were pressing against his cock, open wide and 


hot and wet as he drew his lips over the skin and almost pinched foreskin between teeth oh shite oh fuck the 


creature the movie. "Ruddy brilliant, weren't it?" Yes. Yes it was. 


A throb began to work its way up Steve's thighs. It spread from his cock into his balls and right down deep 
between his legs all the way up his spine. His head fell back against the seat and he could feel heat as it roiled 
up along his skin so that his T-shirt adhered to his leather jacket to the seat behind his back so that 
everything came seeping in through his pores. Fuck he could feel his fingernails. They were scratching out 
patterns on the upholstery as Phil's tongue lapped up and down his length. It came up to the base, pressed 
against flesh, then made its way back down, Phil's lower lip full and coated with saliva. 


"| should watch-| should watch..." 


Bloody hell why was he trying to speak why was he trying to oh God Phil's mouth as it took in his head so 
warm and his tongue flicking out below it and oh fuck. Steve's palms drew out deep indents in the leather. His 
toes dug into his socks as they curled. His feet pushed up off the ground even as his hips rose. 


Phil's hands were against his hips now, holding him steady, fingernails digging into the soft flesh below his T- 
shirt. Steve could see it, just a sliver of pale against the dark interiors paler than Phil's hands as they 
disappeared beneath his T-shirt till Phil's elbows sunk into the seat as his palms trailed up sweaty and cool 
against Steve's skin, up his sides. They came to rest beneath his armpits. Phil rubbed out idle patterns with his 
thumbs below just below damn it just below his nipples. 


Steve groaned and shifted. One of Phil's thumbs brushed against his nipple and he was surprised at how loudly 
he moaned. The sound echoed in his head, stark and undeniable as it settled over both of them. 


"Movie," Steve muttered. He forced his eyes to open, forced them onto the screen 


Phil's head bobbed up and down as he bent his neck back and forward forward. He took in more of Steve's 


cock, his tongue firmly against the shaft. his teeth were right above his skin then gone then Phil's tongue 
rubbed and lapped against his head even as he sucked and even as he took Steve's nipples between his thumb 
and index finger and pinched back and up. 


"God" 


He was panting now, eyes closed although his mind still said movie movie Joe will ask God oh Jesus movie nhn 


movie ah, ah no, God just. Just. God. Just. Come on. Movie. Almost. Almost there. Shite. 


He could hear himself now. His breaths were small explosions against his teeth as he grit them tight against ah 
ah hnn nhn groan nhn and he knew that his hips were rocking back and forth. He pushed into Phil and Phil 
sucked at his head, drawing it in with his tongue as sweat gave way to saliva gave way to pre-cum gave way 
to a shudder that reached down deep inside him and shook him till his mouth opened but no sound came out. 


Phil swallowed his cum. 


Steve heard him. His head lolled back against the seat and all he could see was silver light along the metal 
casings around the windows and the white, ghostly muddle of fog along the front window and the play of lights 
moon bulbs movie as it chased its way across the felt of the car ceiling. Steve heard Phil above all of the 
images in his head. Phil's Adam's apple gulped and he sighed out air with a small shudder. 


Leather creaked as Phil made an untidy heap beside him. His knees rose, one foot wedged against the steering 
wheel's rim. He rocked it left to right, eyes closed. His pants, Steve noticed, were undone, his cock flopping 
against one thigh as it softened. Phil's hand rose to wipe at his mouth. 

"| might've smeared lipstick on your prick Sorry ‘bout that" 

"The movie. | had to watch the movie. Joe will ask" 

"Will ʻe?" 

"Aye" 

"Then tell him it was so awesome that it blew your mind" He spread out his fingers as he said it, hand waving 
in front of his face, a movie director framing a fantastic shot. His hand dropped down between his legs and he 
chuckled. "That's all you need, really. That's all Lewis needs. Did you like it? It was bloody awesome. And that's 
that" 

Steve rubbed a circle out of the condensation on the side window with his elbow. He peered out into the night. 
It was still the same. Just rows of black and blue and red cars arranged in front of a canvas screen, patches 


of grass, strings of bulbs draped out across makeshift poles. 


Nobody was looking at their car. Nobody walked by. 


"You wanna head back?" he said. 


He bounced his now flaccid cock against his thigh, then stuffed it back into his knickers. He slid all the buttons 
back into place, careful, slow. Then he combed his fingers through his hair. He tucked his shirt back down. 


lm already back," Phil said. "This is my car." 

"Ah." Steve arranged the collar of his leather jacket. "So I'm off, then?" 

"| guess so." 

He could get angry. He wanted to. But Phil's voice was hushed. His hand lay next to Steve's on the seat, and 
Steve couldn't bring himself to pull his hand away. His pinkie finger twitched. Just a little bit more, and his hand 
would touch Phil's. 

And that touch would hurt more than getting his cock sucked and then being dismissed. 

He curled up his fingers. 

"Aye well. 

Cool night air rushed in to slip between his clothes as he stepped outside. The world was too bright for one 
moment, too sharp. It reached out and slapped his face till he was certain that he had imagined everything 
that had gone on before. He blinked his eyes. Phil was still inside the car, a series of creams and whites 
wrapped in pink. He leaned sideways, so that his chest was halfway out of the car, and smiled at Steve. 

"No hard feelings, right?" 


‘Oh, aye. Just, you know, watching a movie. Two blokes." Steve stuffed his hands into his pant pockets. "Aye." 


Phil nodded. Then his brows knotted together and he half-lifted his bum from the seat. He was leaning further 


out now, eyes trained on a spot just beyond Steve. 

"Wot?" Steve said. "Your mates bearing down on us?" 

"No," Phil said. He stepped out of the car. He didn't even bother to close the door. "Something's wrong. Look." 

He pointed and Steve could see now. A crowd was gathered by the concession stand. It surged and weaved, 
people running in and out of it as it staggered its way toward a car. The figures moved in a loose circle, voices 


rising and falling. Fists pumped in the air, low murmurs interspersed with panic and approval and one lone voice 


that pleaded, "For God's sake stop it!" before it was drowned out by shouts and the thick, put-off voice of Joe. 


"Get away from him, you bastards!" 
"Its a fight,” Phil said. 


Steve was already rushing forward. He heard his own voice. It seemed to come from behind him. "Joe! What's 
wrong?" Even as he knew what was wrong. The realization hollowed out his gut. He saw a parked car heave as 
a body was flung against it. It bounced in place, most of the crowd surging back now as grunts and bone 


against bone snapped out. Steve almost stumbled as he picked up speed. 


He came up against a wall of bodies. Leather and sweat and alcohol and trampled grass and mud flooded his 
nostrils as the people in front of him surged forward, then back, following the fight. Steve looked for an 
opening between the press of bodies, but found none. 


"What happened?" he shouted. 


"Puny little runt's taking a beatir’," one guy shouted back. He jerked his thumb toward the car. "Fuck | know 
what for." 


"He's holdin’ up pretty well," a voice said behind Steve. 


At the heart of the circle of bodies, Rick was pinned against a car. A tall boy with a greaser haircut drew 
back his fist. It sunk into Rick's stomach, a grunt ringing out as cheers and shouts rose into the air. Rick's 


hands convulsed over his stomach, only to snap out sideways as the boy caught him along the chin 


Rick steadied himself against the car. A clotted mass of blood, still trapped below the skin, bumped out along 
his lower lip. His left cheek was swelling and his left eye would soon swell up as well. His lips drew back over his 
teeth, then he rushed at the greaser. Rick's shoulder caught him along the stomach, pushing him back against 
the neighbouring car. Once there, Rick drew back to fists to smash against the boy's temples. He did it again, 
strangled cries now joined by cheers and curses. Rick's knee rose, connected with the greaser's stomach. Steve 
saw the boy slip down from view, then Rick was bent over at the hips and his fist rose and fell again and again 
and again in a blur of again and again and blood along Rick's knuckles like a red gash against the sky and more 
and more and Steve could hear the sharp, sickly crack of knuckles against jaw against cheeks against brow 


ridges. 
A girl sobbed out. "Stop it!" 
"Ged tim th'fuck offa mel" 


The greaser's voice was muffled, full of mud and blood and God not teeth please not teeth God Rick for fuck's 


sake. 


Steve shouldered his way past the crowd. He rushed up behind Rick and before he could question anything 
before he could wander if it would even work, he linked his hands over his head and then brought his joined 


fists down hard between Rick's shoulder blades. 


Rick gave out a strangled grunt, the sound of it cut off as he fell to his knees. Steve was beside him in an 
instant. He hooked his fingers below Rick's armpits and lifted him up. The greaser was already staggering to his 
feet. He looked more dazed than angry, but Steve knew that would soon change. He'd see the blood all along 
Rick's knuckles and he'd come after both Rick and Steve and sod a fair fight. 


"Get the fuck away!" Steve hollered "Now! You back of fl All of you!" 


Nobody moved. They pressed close and watched Steve and watched the greaser and watched Rick shake his 
head and begin to struggle against Steve's grip. 


"Lemme go! Just lemme-" 

"You shut your ruddy mouth!" Joe said. 

He pushed his way out from the crowd and walked toward the cars. He threw glances left and right as he 
went, daring anyone to stop him. Steve could see the place just along Joe's index finger where it shook, the 
fear in Joe that was held back from his eyes and his voice and the way he towered over almost everybody in 
the parking lot. He came up beside Rick and glared down at him. 

"What the fuck was this all about?" 

Rick spat. There was more saliva than blood in the spit. "He insulted me." 

"Oh? Did he? What did he say?" 

Rick tensed against Steve. He kept his face averted, not looking at Steve or Joe or the crowd or anybody. 

Out of the corner of his eye, Steve saw pink jackets join the spectators. Just behind Joe, he could make out 
Sav, mustard smeared over his T-shirt and hair, and Pete, one hand pressed over his eye. Other people looked 
as if they had sustained blows as well. A fucking free for all, even if no one knew what had started it. 

"What happened, Rick?" he said. He pitched his voice low, but kept a firm grip on Rick's shoulders, arms now 


looped up below Rick's armpits so that the boy couldn't twist free and maybe sock Steve a clean one for good 
measure. "What's this all about?" 


Rick sagged-for one moment, one split second when all of the taut muscles beneath Steve's grip just bowed 
out and shame seeped in instead. Steve felt that shame and he knew Rick wouldn't try to fight him anymore. 
But he couldn't chance it. He kept a firm grip and waited. 


"Leopard," Rick murmured. His brows were knotted together, jaw hard with mingled embarrassment and 


resentment. "It's Leopard, with an 0, not Leppard. One P too many. You're so dumb you can't even spell. Go back 


home to mummy.” 


Joe's lips pressed together tight. He turned and gave the greaser a look of so much contempt Steve was 
certain he'd kick him in the teeth. His hands gathered into fists and they trembled visibly now, not with fear 
but with anger. 


"That's it?" he said. "That's what you said?" He turned his eyes to Rick. "And you? You let that get to you?" 


"They were at it early on," Pete said. "When me an’ Rick was coming back with the food. They kept pestering us 
and Rick did naught then Just walked past." 


"| flicked them the bird," Rick said. "Then | mooned ‘em." 


The crowd laughed, and Rick's frown was replaced by a hopeful, proud grin. It faded as he saw Joe's eyebrows 


come down over his eyes. 


Joe walked away from the greaser. "Anyone else saw anything different? Did everybody see my boys were 
provoked first?" He scanned the crowd, his head snapping left to right. "We all in agreement as to what 
happened?" 


A member of Girl coughed for attention, Lewis, a curl of long black hair twirled around one finger. Behind him, 
Phil looked aloof and loyal and his lipstick wasn't even smudged. His pack leader spoke. "That's what we saw, 
didn't we, Girls? The greasers started it?" He rocked one foot back and forth on its high heel at a shout of 
"Iron Eagles, you soddin’ poof!" that came from the greaser's camp. He pretended to shiver in fear, then 


flashed Joe a wide, happy smile. Joe ignored it. 
"So?" he said to the crowd. "Get the fuck outta here!" 


He stalked over to Steve and Rick as the crowd dispersed in a haggard procession of sullen mutters and 


threats and relief and laughter. Joe jabbed his index finger into Rick's chest. 


"You," he said, teeth gritted. "You ever pull a stunt like that again and so help me God I'll beat you up for 
them. Is that clear?" 


Rick scowled, but nodded. Steve released him. 
"Let's have a look at those knuckles, then," Joe said He walked on as he spoke and Rick followed, knuckles up 
against his lips so that he could blow on the broken flesh. Steve stuffed his hands into his pockets and let 


them walk off, Rick showing Joe his knuckles and Joe grunting in appreciation, now that it was all over, and 


saying, "Bloody hell, you really dug into him, didn't you?" 


Phil held back as well. 


He tucked his hair behind his ears and shuffled from one heel to the other. "He gonna be all right, then?" 
"Rick? Or the greaser? I'd be more worried about the second." 
"Ah" 


Steve pulled a stray ice-cream treat wrapper close with his foot. He crushed it into the mud, rocking his heel 


over it over and over. 

"So," Phil said. 

"So" 

"You want maybe we should meet again?" 

"In your car?" 

"Anywhere you like." 

Steve kicked the wrapper away. He shrugged off his leather jacket and flung it over one shoulder. 
"Car's fine" 

Phil rubbed his palms over his thighs. "You'll let me know when?" 

"You car's right over there, innit?" 


It took a while for Phil's frown to shift from puzzlement to understanding and finally to a half-frown that was 


also a smile. 


"Aye." 
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